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Summary: 


"We know Time's the oldest, but who's next? Warriors?" 
Legend asks. 

"Hey!" Warriors exclaims, "Why do you assume me and not 
the ranchhand?" 

Wild clicks his fingers, then when he has everyone's 
attention, signs, ‘It's me. I'm the oldest. Asleep for 100 


years.' 

"Well if we're going by that logic, then I'm definitely the 
oldest," Vio mutters. 

The heroes all turn to stare at Four, and too late, the other 
three realise that Vio spoke aloud. 

Well, shit. 


Four Thousand Years 


Author's Note: 


Hey guys! I'm so excited to share with you this new LU 
AU of mine! 


This was born when | started thinking about Four, and 
how he could possibly be in 2 different places on the 
timeline: both before Time (MC/FS) and after Twilight 
(FSA). And, well... here is my attempt to explain it all! 


This is part LU shenanigans, part Vio's history lesson 
(and my theories). 


| hope you enjoy! 
Quick edit to add in the art, by me :) 
Four isn't really paying attention to the conversation. 


It's the afternoon, they've just switched worlds to 
somewhere new, and Four is feeling very mixed-up with a 
pounding headache as well. Vio and Blue are stuck in a fight 
for control of the shared body, whilst Red and Green try to 
figure out a way to pull one of them back into Four's 
mindscape. 


They say isn't really, because in truth, Vio is listening, and it 
is that small detail which enables him to stay in control, 
whilst Blue is pushed back, though the purple teen doesn't 
realise. Four shifts his position, ready to become an active 
participant in the chatter, if Vio decides it is worth joining. 


It seems that the heroes are having a debate over age, of all 
things. Wind and Time are the youngest and oldest, 


respectively, but some of the heroes - namely, Warriors and 
Legend - are determined to find out where everyone else 
fits. 


"We know Time's the oldest, but who's next? Wars?" Legend 
asks. 


"Hey!" Warriors exclaims, "Why do you assume me and not 
the ranchhand?" 


Wild clicks his fingers, then when he has everyone's 
attention, signs, ‘It's me. I'm the oldest. Asleep for 100 
years.' 


"Well if we're going by that logic, then I'm definitely the 
oldest," Vio mutters. 


The heroes all turn to stare at Four, and too late, the other 
three realise that Vio spoke aloud. 


Well, shit. 
You absolute idiot! Blue yells. 
Turn it into a joke, Green advises. 


No, Red says, we should tell them the truth. About this, 
anyway. 


Actually Red has a point. Besides, you're terrible at jokes. 


“Thanks Green," Vio whispers. Everyone is staring at them 
still, confusion across all the faces, and he knows that Red is 
right. 


"I'll explain," he says to the group, "But | don't want to 
repeat this. So if you're interested-" He doesn't need to 
finish, all the heroes have stopped their activities and 


arguments and now gather around Four. Some show 
concern, others confusion, and the rest, a simple curiosity. 


"Okay then," Vio exhales, gathering himself. He can't ask 
the three where they should start, how much they should 
disclose, not with all this attention on him. 


Just start at the beginning, Green coaxes, understanding 
Vio's silence as hesitation. 


Tell it like a story! You're good at those! Red adds, 
encouraging. 


Don't tell 'em about us though. Not yet. Blue's voice carries 
the hints of anxiety that Vio is used to, and he nods ever so 
Slightly, a yes to all of them. 


"My story began as all of ours did - a boy in green, asked to 
Save a princess..." 


Link was exhausted. The trials of his second adventure had 
worn him down - not just that he had to defeat Vaati again, 
but that the sword he'd gone through challenges to repair 
and power had only served to break him. 


(He does not tell of how //tera/ the breaking was. How the 
exhaustion was emotional, too, as one became four, and 
they each struggled to find their footings as _ individual 
people.) 


But he (they) had succeeded, and now it was time to just 
replace the blade, finishing the seal, and walk away, whole 


once more. 


(He does not tell of the terror that brought, from the pieces 
that did not want to be forced back together again.) 


Zelda embraced him (them), a bright smile on her face, full 
of relief and hope. She looked so beautiful in that moment, 
ready to step into the future, now the victory had been won. 


He (they) walked up to the pedestal, the Four Sword(s) 
raised. A flash of light surrounded, and with a yell, Link 
plunged the sword into its resting place. 


And that should've been the end. 


He should've released the hilt, stepped away, and joined 
Zelda. They should've gone back to the castle, back to a 
world of light and hope, a world in which those two teens 
had great visions for the future of. 


But fate had never been one to favour her heroes. 


Link plunged the sword into its resting place, and the magic 
of the elements created a seal, forcing the spirit of Vaati 
deep into the stone, and the body of Link was encased in an 
amber prism. 


He knew its colour, for it was the last he saw. 





Time passed. 


The princess moved on, and tales of the hero - of the Four 
Sword - faded into legends. Another hero rose, but he was 


called by an ancient sword - a master sword - one forged by 
sacred trials, not by magic. The sanctuary was forgotten, 
and so was the evil that it sealed; there was a new, bigger 
threat to Hyrule. 


Even when the next threat came, filled with a darker magic, 
it was the sword of light that was used again. Twilight 
covered the land, but it did not touch the sanctuary. 


And so the hero slept on. 


(All of this, they were unaware of, and only begin to piece 
together what had happened after embarking on their latest 
adventure. He does not mention how there is a sting in their 
chests at every mention of the Master Sword - that the 
blade they forged was lesser, not deserving of any other 
hero.) 


The hero slept, until a princess, alike in face to the one he'd 
grown up with, had visions of a sorcerer of the winds, and 
stumbled upon a hidden sanctuary, long forgotten to time. 


She searched all the libraries and archives, finally locating a 
faded parchment, thousands of years old. The language was 
ancient, but the princess knew a scholar who _ could 
translate. Together, they were able to restore a lost history; 
the tale of a hero with a talking cap, who forged and then 
wielded a magic sword. A hero who, she discovered, was 
sealed in amber crystal, his body unchanged from the day 
he'd sheathed the sword in the stone. 


The princess wanted to free the hero, and began to search 
for a way, but fate had already planned his return. 


A dark cloud covered Hyrule and haunted the princess' 
dreams; memories of her past life, of a Twilight covering the 
land, were unveiled as she slept. But it was a different 


darkness to that kind, so instead of seeking out the Master 
Sword, she went with the shrine maidens to check on the 
ancient seal in the sanctuary. 


The shadows gathered and morphed to form a figure, 
features similar to the ancient hero, who let out a dark 
cackle and frozen the maidens with his magic. The princess 
stumbled backwards, a cry of help tearing from her lips as 
the shadows reached for her too. 


She screamed, and the hero awakened. 


His (their) eyes snapped open, seeing the amber, seeing the 
princess in danger - and he (they) reacted on pure instinct, 
drawing the sword in his (their) hands and charging to the 
rescue with a yell. 


The amber shattered (and they did too). 


But the hero had failed from the beginning this time; by 
drawing the sword, he (they) had broken the seal on Vaati, 
and released the ancient evil on the world. The shadows 
took the princess, and soon the hero was alone, in a 
sanctuary that had been so bright and clean when he'd 
closed his eyes, and now seemed to be dark and overgrown. 


It wasn't long before he (they) realised that this wasn't the 
same world that he (they) had known. 


But there was no denying that he (they) would save it 
anyway. 


(He does not speak of the details of their adventure, only 
the battles they fought, and the saving of the princess. He 
wishes to speak of a darkness he fell for, but it is not the 
time to say. The words need to come from his own mouth, 
not one that is shared.) 


When it was over - when the battles were won, both Vaati 
and Ganon defeated - he (they) refused to return the 
sword(s) to the sanctuary, for fear that he (they) would be 
trapped again, frozen for thousands of years, until the hero 
was needed. 


The princess was thankfully understanding, and created a 
seal with her own magic. It would not be as strong as any 
with the sword, but he (they) didn't care. He (they) would 
fight Vaati again, and Ganon, as many times as it took, as 
long as he (they) would never be sealed away again. 


Because it was only then - when it was all over - that the 
weight of the truth hit Link. 


Everyone that he (they) had ever known - Zelda, his 
grandfather, all the villagers both Hylian and Minish alike - 
they were all dead. Every single one of them was dead, and 
buried long, long ago. 


(They only have each other, now. Even the new friends they 
made have gone - one lost to the duties of royalty... the 
other lost to a shattered mirror. They are together, but they 
are still alone, in this foreign world.) 


"| managed to get a home, and restored the old blacksmith 
shop. And you know the rest, because soon after, | met 
you," Vio finishes. 


The group are unusually silent, and Vio looks away, not 
wanting to see their expressions. Did he say too much? Too 
little? 


You didn't tell the whole truth, Red protests. 
Yeah, and that's a good thing. Thanks Vio, Blue says gruffly. 


You spoke well for all of us. Green's compliment is warm, 
and Vio has to quickly stop the body from smiling. 


"| didn't realise your last adventure was after mine," Twilight 
whispers, breaking the silence. Vio glances up, and of, that 
is a look he is all too familiar with. 


The heartbreak in Twilight's eyes is as strong as Vio's own. 


We should tell him, you know. About Shadow, Red says, and 
Vio flinches. 


Don't, Blue growls - directed at Red, not Vio. 
But it would give him ho- 


Stop, interrupts Green, We need to focus. Twilight is still 
staring. 


Vio blinks, turning the body to fully face the ranchhand. "It's 
okay. The Ganon | fought... he was a beast, not a man. You 
didn't cause this." 


Twilight doesn't look convinced, and turns away. 


Wild clicks his fingers to get their attention, then signs, 'How 
long?’ 


A few thousand years? Maybe? suggests Green. 


It had to be long enough that no-one had heard of us in 
Time's era, Blue comments sourly. 


Red doesn't say anything, but Vio can feel his deep sadness. 


"| don't know," Vio answers, "but at least a couple thousand 
years, | think." 


Wild's expression is heavy and understanding. 'I'm sorry,' he 
Signs. 


"And so am I," Time says. 


Vio shakes his head, "It's not any of your faults. It's just 
what happened, but we - /'‘m coping," he corrects quickly, 
"And it's not so lonely now, that I've met you." 


Red! Don't chip in! Blue hisses. 


Hey, that was all Vio! Red defends, but yeah, he said what | 
was thinking. 


His comment is met with smiles, bringing the mood back up 
again, and soon Sky is embracing him, the warmth from the 
hug bringing Red up to the front of the body. Red wraps his 
arms tighter around Sky, squeezing his eyes shut to hide the 
tears that are forming. 


They're okay, he knows they're gonna be okay, but hearing 
Vio talk about the past has only brought the pain up again. 


The majority of the heroes settle back down, and don't look 
at Four any differently, but Red does notice how Legend 
doesn't meet their eyes. Something that Vio said is 
bothering the veteran, Red can tell, but he's not confident 
enough to enquire. 


Oh, I'll ask him, Blue says, Just give me control, and we can 
have a talk. 


"No," Red whispers, "We should just leave it for now." 


He's right. We can talk to him another time, but not today, 
Green says. 


Red's glad; they need to let the dust of this revelation settle, 
give the others an opportunity to ask those questions in 
their eyes. 


And maybe, they can find out a little more about all those 
years that they were sealed away. 


Author's Note: 
Thank you so very much for reading! :D 


| have a couple more fics planned in this series - 
including one about the fate of Four, in the Downfall 
Timeline >:) 


Any thoughts on this AU are most welcome! What do 
you think of this concept? Does it fill the timeline 
plothole? What more would you like to see in this AU? 


Thanks again!! :D 
Works inspired by this one: 


e [Podfic] Four Thousand Years by watery_melon_ baller 








